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 DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


Sir Matthew Medley, , Mr. Waldron, 

| Vapour, = » » - Mr. Banniſter, Ju 
32 Wardly, = - - - Mr. Sedgwick, 

|: | G Hb. - - - Mr. Suett, 
Souffrance, = = = Mr. Wewitzer, 


| | Tom, - - es = - — 5 Mr. B | an d, 
j Servant Mr. Lyons, Jall, 
| +; n it 
|| An Ti 
3 FOMEN. 3 
i | = = 

Florella, = - «= = Signora Storace, || 9? 

7 ay 1 
| | Charlotte, „„ ĩ ͤ KK Mr 8. Bland. nan! 
1 ' lig, 
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Aer 1. 


Iz — Chamber of an Jon, 2 Bells ringing, 4 4 violent 
| no Co 


Exe ron. 85 


OMING—coming; ER the Devil is "Oh matter, 
OTA IRON — Rings again) 


Eater Sourrrance (Napkin nad fork 


Jallo, vat is de matter, I can no eat my little bit of chick 
n in quiet. 

Tom. Don't you hear? | 

Souf. Oh! dat is my maſter, | 

Tom, 1 wiſh the Devil had your maſter chen. ; 
Souſ. Vy, don't you know what is the matter with 
yy maſter—my maſter is vimſical—he fancy himſelf all 
nanner of tings in de whole world, de ſexton, de grave- 435 
* de ploughman. ä | 

A ploughman! 

Go Nu My maſter vas go to de muſquerads; and 
ind 87 4 of a young lady, vich he fall ſo much in 
ove vid, , dat he is go to kill himſelf——my maſter is is vat 
fou call de hypo—chondrial, 

Tom, H yo ho. (au . 


Vir 


* 


K 
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4 MI GRANDMOTHER, 


Varour, (without) 


Waiter - Souffrance— Am I to wait here all day? 
Souf, Here, take a de forcet=give me my little b 


of chicke 72 e es” 
ö NT CNC * 
2414041414 , IET 


a + * 


Enter Varous, 


Ah, Souffrance, I am going to drown myſelf. 

Solf. Ak, no x —— — ee een eee. 

Vap. Yes—l will—I will drown myſelf—there is t 
fineſt pond in the garden. | 

Souf, Ah! fair, forvy you drown yourſelf ? 

Vap. What right have you to aſk? you are my fer 
vant, and have no right to aſk queitions—I will drow 
TTC ff 

Souf. Ah, fair, when you get into dis vay _. 

Vap. Yes, I know I am an aſs, a fool, a blockheac 
an 1diot, . | 
| Souf. Me no right to contradict you, fair, but ſai; 
when your papa die, you tangy yourſelf every ting in c 
vorld, you vas de ſexton, de clerk, de grave-dig, and d 
coffin den you fancy yourſelf de great bell, and yo 
head de clappair, and go ba—ba—ba, | 
Pap. Oh! that was folly—but now I have reaſon 
cool reaſon on my ſide—s'death, to think I ſhoald fa 
in love with a picture, pick't up at a maſquerade, hic 
perhaps repreſents no perſon living. CUES + 

| Taking a miniature from his pocket 

Look Souffrance, what eyes! 8 

r . . 

Vap. What a mouth! | N 
* þ Souf. F Nui. # og : | p ; $37 +8 

Pap. What a countenance ! 

Souf. Nu.. 

Faß. What expreſſion! 


CR 


* 


Vap. Oh! T Will go drown myſelf. 
Senf. Ah! no fair, you no drown yourſelf. 


a 
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yaß. Ha! ha! ha! I can't help laughing to think 7 
& ſhould be ſuch a fool, I that ſwore never to be in love! 
—- Ha !—ha—ha—lf I laugh too much, J ſhall bring on 
the hyſtericks, I am very ill, my eyes are ſunk. 
Souf. Dey wou'd be ranks is von. yas 80 castet in 
Ide pond— SO TW 6 Ve 2; FF 
Vap, I am very veſt 0%, r {ag * 0 
Sof. Oh! ſair, tis all fancy. | 
We, Vaß. You lie, you raſcal (ftrikes: him) I've no more 


is t 1 22 than a mouſe. 
| Souf, I am ver glad dere be no more ſuch mouſe in 


_ de houſe, but fair, if 1 might adviſe, I wou'd throw de 


y ſery 8 0 in de pond. 
An excellent thought, Souffrance, and yet how 


can de 7 find in my heart to de it !—here you ' ſhall take it, 
find the deepeſt part of the pond, and—why don't you 


take it? 
Souf. Oh! 'tis diamond, I vil take care you ſhall ne- 


ver ſee it more, | 
Vap. Stay, Souffrance—there is more philoſophy in 
getting the better of one's n ſo give it me again. 
Souf, No, ſair. 
Vaßp. Give it me again, you raſcal I'll go inſtantly 
to Sir Matthew, he has e me thele two days, ſo. 
get the horſes ready directly. 
Sof. Sair, dey have nat eat dere little bit of corn— 
T-have no time to eat my bit of chicken myſelf. 
Vap. Why did you not give them their corn e 
I. can't ſtay, Sir Matthew expects me ? , 
+ on Souf. You will not go dat figure. | 
5 Laß. What is the matter with my Ggure, # am ſure: 
” it will do very well ? 
Souf. Oh, ſair! you > de no dreſde=pam ke: no ſhaver. 
aß. Damnation, it will take an hour to get a barber. 
Souf. Sair, dare be one maitre Goſſip vait at your. * 
point, dis half hour. | 
Vap, Shew him in, Fon be ſhaved direaly. PR 
„ orf. Maitre Goſſip, you come ſhave my: fate, 
i I " Mg Seiles: Enter 


6 ux GRANDMOTHER, 


Enter Gor, 


Se rvant fir, * * | | 
| aß. Come, ſhave me don't rat Sir Mat- 
| ew win be glad to fee me. P The 
| | _ Gof. 1 won't ſay a word, ah, fir,—ab, 4r—1 1 
i! your father's honour, 
| Vap. You did. | | 

Cof. Yes, fir, I ſhav'd him every morning, when he 
was in theſe parts. 

Fap. Well, fir—very well, fir. 

Gof. Your father: ſet me up 'hete, fir. of * 

Vap. Damn me, PI ſet you down, if you don't ſhave 
e. | 
60. 1 don't know any body I wou'd ſooner take by N 
the noſe and chin, altho' he's dead. 

Vap, I wiſh you wou'd not bother me about my fa. 
therꝰs nofe and chin, but ſhave me. 

Gof. Ab! fir, I ſhall have more pleafure i in ſhaving t! 
| yout an you're aware of, I have a reſpett for RO hair d 
| in your chin, =p 
3 Lab. Why don't you ſhave me? 1 

G. Lord, fir, you're as queer as a uartern of ſoap | 

after a week's waſh—your father wid not uſe me in 
AI this manner, he lik'd to hear me talk, Dicky Goſſip ſays 
| |  he—he always call'd me Dicky, you're my barbaticom— 
| barbatic was not that drole—— 
Fap. Damn me, why don't you ſhave me ? 
Gof- Shave you directly, fir, did you hear of the news? 
Vap. No, fir, or do } wiſh to hear of it, I wiſh you 
would ſhave me; | 
So. Some very particular events likely to happen, be 
I ſhan't fail to foretell, at leaſt by the time it will hap- 


3 


— 


nga 


| pen, for you muſt know, fir, I am a bit of a ſtar-gazer, 

| à ſort of an almanack maker, a kind of a poor Robin. 

| Vap. I did not ſend for a poor Robin, I ſent for a 

| | _ barber to ſhave me. I 

| G 


I” C Ah, fir, In mot only a barber, I am a man of 
ve many callings, : 


Fats 


at 
v'd 


f. Yap. Then I'll go. 
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Vap. I wiſh you was a man of few words, with all 
my heart—your razor mult be ſharp enough. 

Gof. Sharp, fir, why its as ſmooth as ſattin, cut like 
the wind, | e 

Vap. Like the eaſt wind I ſuppoſe, cut my face in two. 

Goſ. That's a good joke, come I like that, but it 
wou'd not do in our ſhop, it wou'd be a forfeit, 

FVap. Damn your ſhop—why don't you ſhave me ? 


Maſter Goſſip—maſter Goffip—the grocer's is on fire 
in your 3 muſt make haſte, or it will be at your 


houſe preſent 


Cos» (draws a chair and fits down,) | 
I know it, I ſaw it in the ſky, I was ſure.of it, I told 
them ſo in my almanack, ſays I, there will be a fire one 
day this month, 81 1 
Vap. I ſuppoſe, fir, you expect me to ſhave you, now 


I ſhall never get ſhaved, ꝑ— | 
i | FR (Walks about Goffip following, 


2 600 Oh ſir ſhave you directly. | 


Enter. SOUFFRANCE., 


Sair, de horſes are ready, e 
1 133 Exit Vapour 
69%. Give me my napkin, he's gone with my napkin. 
Tom, Maſter Goſſip, make haſte, or the village will 
be all on fire, Te 1 e 
69. Can't go without my napkin, muſt have my 
napkin, 1 FT. LN: 
Enter VA TOUR. 
Damme, fir! why don't you come and ſhave me, am 


I to wait all day? (Snatches is wis and exit, followed 
Goſſip and Souffrance.) 1 | 24 | 1 


— OT 
Dn anc — 0 , 


Well, Florella, ſtill in that maſquerade dreſs ? 


Ll . 


2 MY GRANDMOTHER, 


SCENE—14 Garden, 
85 | gt oO TSTC — 9 
: Enter Froxzrra, gathering Roſes, $534 


AIR FrozzLta—Pefello, | 0 


ARE ye fair, like op'ning roſes? tender a ah 
beware ! 


When. its bloom the heart diſcloſes, love will find 
| dwelling there, 


Prudence then in vain oppoſes, youth is never wile 3 as 
fair, 


Enter Wooprr, 


Plorella. ſtill in » maſquerade 5 : 
Flor. Don't mention it, Mr. Woodly, Nill ghing anc 
dying after my couſin Charloue, there ſhe 1s, go and 
ſpeak to her, | #1 
Mood. Such is the power ſhe has over 57 that I am 
not able to comply with her commands. 


x 


AIR—Wooply, 
Cruel fair, who ſecret anguiſh can, with wanton pride 
-1mpart, 
Can behold a lover languiſb, ſporting with his Faithful 
ꝓꝑ— .., 
Uer, let every beauteous maiden, her, let every Sn tent 
wWwain, 


With her Woodly' s fate upbraiding, baniſh from the 
ſmiling plain. 


A 


[Exit Woodly, 


Enter Cnar'LotTTE, | 


Flor, 


lor. 


A MUSICAL ARC. . | 9 
Flor. Shall 7 never hear the-lafl of going to a poor 


harmleſs maſquerade 2: 


. Char. , From which you confels y you return'd with the 
foſs of your heart and picture, they are lufficient motives 
for your uncle's diſpleaſure, __ 


Flor. My dear couſin, I'll tell you, my heart 1 did 


looſe to be 3 but as for, the, picture 10 
Char. Hey day ! what next? OE Rs 
Hon Whyzithat I/ put in Mx. Vapour's ways, e. 
poſe that he. might pick it up, and his mm. : 
Char, Oh! his eyes to be ſure! 
Flor... Were ſo fix'd on it, that J had a. great mind to 
unmaſk, and ſhew him the original, if it had not been — 


the dignity of the ſex, my dear cou ibn. 


Char. You're a giddy mad girl; but what do you in- 


tend to do with Mr. Vapour ? 
Flor. Not treat him as you do poor Woodly. 
Char, Would you have me run into his arms? 


Flor. Which you wou'd find no hard matter, for he 


has held them open to you theſe two years, 

| Char, Well—well—l muſt go and Fe for the re- 
ception of Mr. Vapour. 
Flor. But I wiſh you woud let me 80 and ak my 
uncle's-pardon now? 

Char, No—no!—no man's temper” s more mild, when 


taken at a proper ſeaſon, but now his head's as crowded 
as a newſpaper, andin as much confuſion as your work- 


bag, what with the thoughts of his new varniſh, and the 

expettation of Mr, Vapour——['ll ſpeak to him for you, 
Flor, Well, ſpeak to him ſoon. 

i * 5 In the mean time, you Reef out of Mr.,Vapour' s 

'S t. 


Flox. (Laing a ' maſk from her arm. 
Oh! dear enchanting maſk, 'tis to Jon ſa oe all the 


5 AIR 


delightful pleaſure I now feel? A 9 49 


C Exit Charlotte, 
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On the lightly fportive wing, at pleaſure's call we fly. 
Hark! they dance, they play, they ing, in merry, 
„ „„ addin! & 
Hark ! the tabors lively beat, hark ! the flutes in num- 
bers ſweet, J 8 | 
Fill the night, with delight, at the maſquerade. 


Beneath this maſk what tender woes we ſoftly have reveal'd 
Secure, that while the boſom glows, our bluſhes lie 
conceal'd! 1664-9 „„ £1 14 | 
Let grave ones warn us as they may, of ey'ry harmleſs 
1 joy afraid, „„ WS 2 
While we're young, while we're gay, let us frolick and 
play at the maſquerade. „ 


Hither trips along a beau ſo ſmart, dear heart; pretty 
laſs, this way—ſoft, ſoft, ſtay here l my dear ! 
ls a favour, fir, I muſt deny———Oh fie! can I truſt 
myſelf alone with you ?=adieu! , . 
Then amid the crowd we mix again, ar d join the motly 
train. ; | | 5 | 
Let the grave one's, Ke. 


- [Exit Florella, 
SCENE—A Saloon with pictures on each fide, with curtains, 


Enter Six MArTRHEW and CHARLOTTE, 


Sin MATTHEW, 


1T wonder Mr, Vapour is not come! but 7 am glad he 
did not come until 1 had varniſh'd my pictures (walks up 


to the pictures and draws the curtain) let's fee how l 
loo 


— 


he 


ok 
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lock — very well very well indeed, another coat of 


5 varniſh and then. 


Char. perhaps he has feel in Fon, and forgot his ap- 
pointment. | 
Str Mat. Fell in love l n he may have fell 
from his horſe Perhaps, he made a vow never to fall i in 


love. bo 15461: 00 


Enter Srhvant, | 


Mr. Vapour, fir. 
Sir Mat, Where is he ? where is the dear boy > 


Enter VarouR, 


4 
Ai V apour, I am glad to ſee you 155 


Vap. Happy to ſee you, Sir Matthew, madam, en 
molt obedient, (Bows) 


Sir Mat, Ah! that bow uts me in mind of your fa. 


ther. Do you kno w, Charlotte, this gentleman's father 


was fond of pictures — why, what's the matter Mr. Va- 


ur, 
Vap. Nothing—nothing, Sir Matthew! | 
Sir Mat. Why, you an't ill, are you? 
Vap, Never in better ſpirits in my ble, do I took ill 
madam ? 


Car. You look as if you was in love. 


Vap. If I do it is a ſymptom of the liver She 

Char. No, its the heart. 

Vap. No, its the liver—I know: I ſhall be ill of an 
ague, or St. Anthony's fire, or an attack on my cheſt— 
my throat feels queer, I am going to have the mumps.— 
hem pray Sir Matthew do I Toune billious? | 

Sir Mat. No, no. 

Faß.  Heatic. * . 
Sir Mat. No—no=you're the iure ol eds; health: 

Vaßp. Then 7 ſhall die of a plethor, 

Sir Mat, Come, come, leave off this nonſenſe, aud 

| „ come 


o 
4 " 
** 
2 
—— 
1 * 
Dr rr c * W. er 


mily, Sir Matthew ? 7 


1 MY GRANDMOTHER 


come and look at my picture am told you havea little 


love for a pitture. 


Vap. Zounds! have: diſcaver/ my. weakneſs, (Aſide 


Sir Mat. Hete's one by Guido, and this by Salvator 
2 „ e eppes TY picure. wy 


[Vapour ſtarts, 


Vap. The very fame as the. miniature in my pocket ! 
(runs to Sir Matthew) Oh! my dear Sir Matthew! 


ur Mat, What is the matthey ; ? now ſome new diſ- 


caſe, 

Vap, Oh! Sir Matthew, by all the types of friend- 
ſhip that ever ſubſiſted between our families. tell me 
who that divine picture repreſents. 

Sir Mat, What do you think it pretty? 

Vap. Never was eu to o equal it ny of your fa- 


Fir Mat. Why; yes its my „ grandmother. 1 
Vap. Your grandmother! is ſhe living? 
Sir Mat. No, Why if ſhe had been alive now, me had 


« been, let me ſee - ave—a Trutared: = e Hara 


'Vap, Did ſhe ſing . 2 

Sir Mat. Oh yes, our family were all muſical, 

Vap. Did ſhe play on the nga flows PEI : 4 

Sir Mat. Whorf 1 4 4.5 

- Vap. Your grandmother, .. „„ © 4 

Sir Mat, Why, you ſeem to 858 ww A eroat liking 
for my grandmother, but come into the garden and ſce 
nat 2: 4 dan and the gold and filver fiſh, - 

[Exit Sir Matthew and Charlotte. 

aß. I'll attend you Sir Matthew 8 death, that 1 

ſhou dure to years of diſaretion, and fall in love with an 


old fellow's grandmother, 


AIRY. 2ouh: 


An, me! I am loſt and forlorn! no hope ca can wy anger 


aſſuage 3 


For, alas! long before I was born, my fair one died of 


old ages 
Ab, Well-a. day! Well. a- day, 
5 Why, 


fa- 


* * 

14 
ad 
. FO 
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| " her beauties divine ? 


Time, ſhould'ſt thou be fo uncouth | why wither 


13 


hy rob her of every tooth, before I had-cut one of mine: 
Ah, Well-a-day ! Well-a-day! 


At night to her tomb T1 repair, bewailing the ne'er was 


my bride ; 


Cut a lock of her lovely | grey hair, if any \ was left when 
„ Well-a-day ! Well. a-day ! 


ſhe died, 


END: OF THE FIRST ACT, 


7 : . * 
8 ; 


ACT. u. 


Sc ENE—4 Garden, 


Pp j & 


AlR C HARLOTTE, 


Full twenty times you“ heard my mind, 
You're not the man [hope to and, 
Or can for life approve; 


In ſpite of all that you can ſay, 2 
I'm ſtill inclin'd to anſwer nay 
And never think of love. 


Give o'er your teazing, tis in vain, 
From me your ſuit wi | nothing gain, 
My will you'll never move. 


When 7 reſign my hand and heart, 
I'll have a lad gay, btiſk and ſmart, 
Or never think of _— 2 


Enter FroRgELLA, CHARLOTEE, and Woopurs 


. » 
FR ** « PF 
FUF! GT ETD nu IT Tl RE EI "ABT A CITE rr er en EE 


Moodly. 
| Charlatte Ah! forbear theſe plaintive ſighs, 


24 MY CRANDMOTHER, 


Flor. Well, Charlotte, what do you think of Mr I 
Vapour? 

Char. Think, why he's a 6 henbod; more whims tha 
a fine lady, and in a little time. would fancy you ſome 
. monſter or other. 

Flor. so he did net fancy himſelf one 1 ſhould no 
care, they ſay nervous men make the beſt huſbands, for 
you may fret them to death whenever you like; but why 
don't you pity poor Woodly there? | | 

Char. J. muſt ſupport the dignity of the "0 

Flor, The dignity of the ſex is beſt, ſupported by a 
good_huſhand, end if Mr, Vapour ſhould like me-— 

Char. What then p 

Flor, Why then I would marry him to n the 
gignity of the ſex my dear couſin. - 

Char, Well-vell, how goes on your ſcheme ? 

Flor. Oh! charmingly, you'll not betray us Woolly : he 

Wood. No indeed, not J. a 

Char. Ah. . may rely on him, a look is 
enough, 

Flor. Then. he delbes Kinder ones than you have 

iven him lately, however. 

Mood. I'm glad 7. have an advocate in you Miſs Flo- 
rella, but why, , wy dear CRC, don't 1 believe theleþ 
tender _ £ 


TRIO; TS |< 
| " Y. bs I ub ( 


| FLorELLa, CHARLOTTE, and Woody... _ 
Flor. & Ah! believe theſe plaintive ſighs, | 
Uneaſing ſtill when you appear! 


Uneaſing ſtill when I appear. 


Flor, Tell not me, you can deſpiſe | 

IV oodly: | A conſtant. heart and vows ſincere; 0 
Charloite, Tell not to me, that I deſpile 

A conſtant heart, and yows ſincere. "IN 

"ALT. 
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2ith, in native colours ſhewn, 
Wins at length our yielding heart; 

leas'd an equal flame we own, -- | = 
Pleas'd an equal joy impart. | [DExeunt 


SCENE—A Hall 


"2" Enter. Goss1e, meeting S0UFFRANCE. 7 


Coſ. Ah! ah! my old boy, give us your hand, 1 | 
do you do, I am very glad to ſee you where are you going? 
Souf. I vas go to de apotecare of de village. 
Gof. The apothecary, very well, ſtaꝝ where you are. 
3 can no ſtay, me mult go | for de ee for. 
maſter. 
2 of, Stay where you are, ſtay where you are, I am 


Ine apothecary, came here on a bit of a carpentering 


ob for Mils Florella, ſo I thought 7 might as well bring 
Ihe decoction for your maſter in my pocket. : 

Sou. Vat apotecaire carpentair, barbere ? 

C/. Dentiſt and taylor at. your e ecce Gignum, | 
Shiwing 1 annel waiſt ſtcoar) | 

Souf. Vat is dat? 5 

Co. Vat is dat—why a 2 waiſtcoat to be ſure, 

hich every body knows is deſign'd for our brave troops 
broad. who, while we're at home warm and ſnug in out 

ops, defy cold, wet and hunger, for the good welfare 
f old England, | 

Souf, Dat is ver good, | 7 

G Very good, I believe it is indeed, its a very good 
hing for me I know, I always carry one "about me ready 
ut out, that I may looſe no time in the job, 7 feel my 
eart fo warm in the cauſe, that when 1 take my ſhiers 
n my hand, and extend my finger and thumb, juſt to 


"_— LACS: 3 1 


fake my ſimple allowance of cabbage, damme they drop 


Faith 


put of my hand can't take my cabbage, 
Souf, Monſieur Goſlip, how you be ſo many trade? 
Gof. Why, a as yOu" re a 37 I'll tell you all about 
2 | OY 


16 MY GRANDMOTHER, 


it, firſt you knew ſhaving was born with me, 7 was bor! 
a ſhaver—bleeding follows of courſe. 
Souf. Nui, I dare ſay ven you fſhave=—— | 
 Gof. Now my other trades are took up by motives of 
convenience. for being an apothecary, I ſometimes keep 
my cuſtomers longer in the village than they otherwile 
might wiſh to ſtay—you know if they die, then I am: 
carpenter, and ſo finiſh my own job, but if they ſhould 
happen to recover, then Iam a taylor, and make thei 
8 walk abroad you know without being faſh 
1PNaDIC, | | 
| Souf, You be great many trades for one man==vy vas 
you not de ſexton, and de grave-dig too 7 
 Gof. I ſhould®have been I ſhould been, but J let 
my brother-in-law have them. — 
Souf, Oh! den tis all in de family. = 
Co. To be ſure, never let any thing go out of the fa- 


mily——never—never. 
Souf. Dat is right, dat is right. 
C Did you ever ſee my ſign? 
Jon f. No. 9 95 1 8 | 
Co. Never ſee my ſign ] its the prettieſt ſign in the vil- 
Lage, hangs over the door, under the pole, its the fign 
of the four ute. 5 
© Souf. Four- outs. 3 2 
60 Ah, four wh there's wrote in large letters, 
Goss1y, that's me, you know my name's Goſſip, _ 
Souf. Ah! I know you Goſſip. e | 
G0. Goſſip, dentiſt, taylor, apothecary and carpen- 
ter, J draw. out, I cut-out, rout-out, and layout. 
80 Den mow never out, \ . a q | 
Co. Come, that's a ver good jake. Ir a Frenchman, 
Oh! I'd like to 8 _ the decoction for your maſ- 
ter, mind and ſhake it, always ſhake it, for the belt is at 
the bottom. _ | | 3 
Son. Vat is dis, vinegar and brickduſt? will it no 
Gof. No-noit won't hurt him, I take care never 
to hurkkmy nervous cuſtomers, they are the belt cuſtom-} 
ers |: 
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ers J have to my back, tho” they are always ailing, they 
never die, ſo 1 don't get much out of them in the car- 
pentering line, but as long as I hammer ſomething out 
of them, I don't care how it is; do you know they 
wrote a ſong of me in theſe parts? they call me the won - 
derful barber or Jack of all trades? I'll fingiit you. 


| AIR Gosse. 5 


When 7 was a younker, I firſt was apprentic' 
Unto a gay barber, ſo dapper and airy, 
y vas] Inext was a carpenter, then turn'd a dentiſt, __ 
Then taylor good lord! then an agpthecary. 
I let But for this trade or that, they all come as pat as they can, 
| For ſhaving and tooth- drawing, bleeding, cabbaging and 


ſawing, 35333 | 
Dicky Goſſi p is the man. 


Tho' taylor and dentiſt but aikwardly tether, / 
In both the vocations I ſtill have my ſavings ; 
And two of my trades couple rarely together, 
e vil- For barber and carpenter both deal in ſhavings, 
; fignf} So for this trade orthat, they all come as pat, &c. 


But blunders will happen in callings ſo. various, 
. I fancy they happen to ſome who are prouder; 
ern I once gave a patient, whoſe health was precarious, © 
A terrible doſe of my beſt having powder, . 


* 


Aut no matter for that, my trades come as pat, &c." 
maſ-⸗- . | NC . 
ia Fi Enter VarouR, $ go a 
it no Pve flipt from Sir Matthew to take another lock at 


| the object of my paſſion, my paſſion !—my folly l Ohl 
ever that I was born three generations after - thee, (drgws the 


ether cuntain) what's. here! his grandfather, . my 


N 
rival 
e x 
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'Tival—oh if I had him here—this is the ls picture — 

( Draws the curtain and diſcovers Florella drefs'd as the pic- 
ture, with a guitar) it looks freſher'than ever, now I am 
ſuch a fool I could fancy it was alive, there ſeems life in 

the eyes, it ſeems to breathe, Oh! my brain is certainly I 
turn'd, I'll go back to Sir Matthew—;/he fhams) I could |! 
almoſt perluade mylelf 1 heard her touch the guitar. 


ATIR—FLrokeLLaA. 


Say how cen words a paſſion feign, 
Where love ne'er taught to languiſh ? 
Or, when we own the tyrant's reign, | 
What art can veil our anguiſh ?. 
The God of love alike diſdains 
To lend kis form, or wear our chains. 1 
Vap. Oh! its alive—its alive! ä 


*£} PIES ZE or 
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Enter SOUr FRANCE. 


Senf. Sair, de horſes are ready. 
Vap. Souffrance, its alivve—its alive! 
52 Vat is alive? 


Why, Sir Matthew's talc, 752 
Soult, rance) now I'll have one {weet embrace, (as he of 


| 
| 
| 
| 


1 
: 
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ap. Yes—yes—Sir Matthew, I muſt go rely. : 
Sir Mat 


if on the table the Ca ut a Sweet enchwhag ange- ” 
c- ue Alte Shade lte 8 %% o 0 f Mb 
Enter S1 Marrasw, nano nm as Woody, 
Sir Mat. Here, Mr. Vapour—Mr, Vapour! 
| Vap. Oh! Sir 3 5 1 you hear YT. | k 
| Sir Mat, Hear what? MED ra 
1 Vap. Hear her ſing. | un 
| Sir Mat. You're a finging in your head, I fancy, 9 
Vap. O yes, I am certainly crazy, well, good bye Sir 4 
Matthew, 7'H go immediately. | J 
| Sir Mat. Mr, Vapour you're not going, there's all the ſhe 
neighbours coming to pay their reſpe&s to you. 
| 
| 
| 
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in Sir Mat. Nay—rydyihanone;: you told me- 


ly ſomebody wanted to ſpeak to me, now 1 have a little time: 
ald let them come in. #4) LEAR 
Char, O lir, ſhe is no ranger. | 


Enter "LOB BLLA, kneeling to Sir Matthew. 
. r 
5 or. Pi 2 Sir forgive 
Vip. *Tis—'tis ſhel!. 5 
Sir Mat, Tis who? Its * 
Fate. Wit e 
Sir Mat. © (5 4k repay is 21l,owing to the family: 
a relemblay, e of my. viece tomy grandmother.  - 
RG: - N fir, forgive this on indiſcretion. 
| | | Aneelngs 
IVa. Here I am rooted” for ever, unleſs you forgive 
whatcvern juvenile indiſcretion your grandmother has 
been guilty of, 
| Rn Mat. Rile=riſe,, Mr; Vapour, J do forgive her, 
„ F 0 forgive my niece. ¶Embraci ng Florella 
Vap. O!. this is alive, ſo yon're Sir Hg s niece. 
are you? | 
Abr. | Charlotte can abfwer' you tat. 
I ab. And not his grandmother. 
Flor, No—that I can anſwer myſelf. 


% 1 
1 


dur niece on me in marriage? 
Str Mat. Aye take her, and I wall give you my 


- 
LAT 


Im too, ſo take her Woodly 
| Vap. But what ſays my Aivine Florella 5 
e Sir Flor. Will you love me, Mr, Vapour? 
Vap. Yes, for ever, if its 955 for he bone 25 yo Mat- 
| the fſhew's grandmother. 


* 


Mat 
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Vap. Oh! Sir Matthew, will you beſtow your 98 


randmother into the bargain — Charlotte, 1 ſee. n like 


4 . _— —— 
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| Tho? now 'betroth'd 3 in carly life, 7 died in da ys of = 


When bleſt with Charlotte's hand and love, we'll kiſs 


Since Wedlock muſt at laſt enſue, let's ol; and "AN no 
Our mother's and our grandams = they all did fo before 


Tho' _ times were not amiſs, Wer e tan ler in 0 


TP FINALE, 


 FLonLLLA, CHarLoTTE, WoooLy, and Cuonvs, 
Flor, 
And happy you will take to wife, a grandamof four 


Woop. 


till we grow old, 
May ſhe 1 in time agrandam prove, but never prove a ſcold. 


Cho Vs. 
more. 


. FF 4 
> IE 


"Varova; „ 


Soon on my knee a boy may fit, and call 4 
In fifty years ſome little tit (To ahh wy. 5 
3 mama. 


"Cruan,. 


; 34s « 6 


The t: pe ' of Eee nuptial bits, now fi e th 
throne. 


| Cnonvs, 3 £4 p 


1 * Wedlock, &e, „ 


